
[image: ]



    
        
          Thai Died...Murder in Paradise

        

        
        
          Thai Died

        

        
        
          Gerald Hogg

        

        
          Published by Gerald Hogg, 2020.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THAI DIED...MURDER IN PARADISE

    

    
      First edition. August 14, 2020.

      Copyright © 2020 Gerald Hogg.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1393058953

    

    
    
      Written by Gerald Hogg.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

THAI DIED...MURDER IN PARADISE | The Coronavirus Has Arrived in Koh Samui, But So Has Another Killer

Gerald Hogg

Copyright

PREFACE

PROLOGUE

SATURDAY 11th OF APRIL KOH SAMUI-THAILAND

SUNDAY 12th OF APRIL KOH SAMUI-THAILAND

MONDAY 13h OF APRIL KO PHA-NGAN-THAILAND

TUESDAY 14th OF APRIL KOH SAMUI-THAILAND

WEDNESDAY 15th OF APRIL KOH SAMUI-THAILAND

THURSDAY 16th OF APRIL KOH SAMUI-THAILAND

FRIDAY 17th OF APRIL PHUKET-THAILAND

SATURDAY 18th OF APRIL PHUKET-THAILAND

SUNDAY 19th OF APRIL PHUKET-THAILAND

MONDAY 20th OF APRIL EN ROUTE TO KOH SAMUI- THAILAND

TUESDAY 21st OF APRIL KOH SAMUI-THAILAND

WEDNESDAY 22nd OF APRIL KOH SAMUI-THAILAND

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    This book is dedicated to all of those everyday Thai people that make Thailand "The Land of Smiles." Covid-19 broke Thailands economy but it never broke your spirit and when the coronavirus has gone the Thai people will come back stronger than ever, to make the country even better than it was before.
Khob Khun Krab

      

    

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

THAI DIED...MURDER IN PARADISE


The Coronavirus Has Arrived in Koh Samui, But So Has Another Killer





[image: ]


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Gerald Hogg









[image: ]


This book is dedicated to all of those lo-so everyday Thai people who make Thailand "The Land of Smiles." COVID-19 broke Thailand’s economy, but it never broke your spirit, and when the coronavirus is gone, the Thai people will come back stronger than ever to make the country even better than before. Khob Khun Krab

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Copyright

[image: ]


Murder in Paradise

1st edition 2020

2nd edition 2024

Published independently by Gerald Hogg

Copyright © Gerald Hogg 2024

The right of Gerald Hogg to be identified as the author of this work has been asserted by him in accordance with sections 77 and 78 of the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise, without the prior permission of the publishers.

Any person who commits any unauthorized act in relation to this publication may be liable to criminal prosecution and civil claims for damages.

A CIP catalogue record for this title is available from the British Library.

The information provided within this book is for general informational purposes only. While we try to keep the information up-to-date and correct, there are no representations or warranties, express or implied, about the completeness, accuracy, reliability, suitability, or availability of the information, products, services, or related graphics contained in this book for any purpose. Any use of this information is at your own risk, so do your own research

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

PREFACE
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I started to write this book while self-isolating in Hua Hin in Prachuap Khiri Khan Province in central Thailand, during the Covid-19 pandemic, when I was diagnosed with the coronavirus in April 2020. I was one of the lucky ones, and the symptoms that I had were no worse than a normal dose of the flu, but millions of people around the world were not so lucky. While in lockdown and seeing the effect the virus was having on the world, I decided to write a suspense novel that was centred on Covid-19 that would highlight the difficulties and frustrations that any police force would face when trying to solve a major crime during the worse pandemic in over 100 years, when most of the population, except for essential services, were told by their governments to stay home to stop the virus from spreading.  
Though I love the working-class people of Thailand, I am not a great fan of the Thai government; in fact, I am not a great fan of many governments. But credit must go to where credit is due, and the Thai government handled the pandemic better than most other countries. The United Kingdom has a population of 69 million, compared to Thailand’s 70 million, so their populations are very similar. However, the UK recorded 25 million covid cases, compared to Thailand’s 4.5 million, which is over five times as many as were reported in Thailand.
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PROLOGUE
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It wasn’t until two days after she had been brutally murdered that her body was discovered. She had been propped in a sitting position against a retaining wall of an abandoned hotel, wearing sunglasses and with a beach towel wrapped around her neck and shoulders on Koh Samui’s Bophut Beach.  As the murderer had intended, to any casual observer, it looked like she was sitting watching the sunrise or the fishing boats coming in with their catch. In any other year, she would have been discovered almost immediately as the beach would have been crowded every day with both foreign and local tourists but because of the coronavirus and the government advising everyone to stay home, Bophut Beach, the same as all beaches in Thailand was deserted, and many of the bars, restaurants and massage huts along the beach were now closed until further notice due to lack of customers. 

Eric Warburton had left his hometown of Manchester seven years before, after his wife had died. He had no children and was nearing retirement age, so he sold his house and moved to Thailand, hoping to find a beautiful Thai lady to spend his remaining years with. He had been lucky in that respect, finding someone within the first year of arriving, and he was now happily married again, living in Chaweng with the new love of his life, Kat, thirty years younger than himself. Eric never liked anyone telling him what to do, especially the government, so he drove from his home to the beach without a helmet and walked on Bophut Beach every morning without a face mask, regardless. He had noticed the lady sitting against the retaining wall the morning before, and he had nodded to her and said “Sawasdee Kab” but she had ignored him and he walked on along the deserted beach thinking “why do farang women think that they are better than anyone else, just because you say good morning doesn’t mean that you want to shag them? If you say good morning to a Thai lady walking on the beach, you get a radiant smile and a Sawasdee Ka back. He walked his usual half-hour walk to the end of the beach, then turned around and walked back the way that he came. The lady was still sitting there, but Eric kept his head down and walked on, not wanting to make her feel uncomfortable or threatened.

The next morning, when he came for his walk, she was sitting there again, in the same spot, with the same towel and the same sunglasses, but he didn’t say hello this morning. He just walked past, not wanting to embarrass himself again. There was a sweet, sickly odour in the air, and he wondered if the abandoned hotel had left the kitchen bins unemptied before they had shut down because of the lack of customers. He also wondered how she could sit there with that horrible smell when there were so many other nicer spots on the beach to sit. He walked his usual half-hour to where the beach turns back to the main road, then turned around and walked back towards his motorbike. As he got closer to the farang lady, along with the sickly-sweet smell, he heard a droning noise that reminded him of a hornet’s nest that had been in a tree in his back garden back in Manchester when he was a kid. He had hit it with a stick to see what they would do, and he had ended up in the Manchester infirmary on a drip for two days. He walked on past the girl, but as he reached the car park and neared his motorbike, he sensed that something did not seem right, so he did a U-turn and went back to make sure that the lady was ok, maybe she was sick or needed help. As he approached her, he shouted, “Are you OK, love? I’m not trying to come on to you or anything, I just want to make sure that you're ok.” There was no answer, and she didn’t move, and Eric wasn’t sure what to do next. He shrugged his shoulders and was about to go back to his motorbike when he noticed that her head and neck were surrounded by huge black flies. When living in England, Eric had been a big fan of the TV program CSI, and from seeing the many murders that were committed in Las Vegas each week in every episode, he considered himself an expert, and he knew that he was staring at a dead body. He shakily took his phone out of his pocket and pushed the button for emergency calls, waited a few seconds, then a voice;  

“สวัสดี. คุณต้องการบริการฉุกเฉินประเภทใด?”

“I am sorry I don’t speak Thai”

“Which emergency service you need?”

“Police...I need the police.”

“What is problem?”

“There is a lady here on Bophut Beach; I think that she is dead.”

You know when your doorbell rings at 6.00 am, and you open the door and see two police officers staring back at you, that it’s not going to be good news or a good day. Richie Fennel was used to having police on his doorstep, being a well-known criminal in London for all of his adult life, although not so much now, as being 72 years old, he had more or less retired from his life of crime and was now living, very nicely, thank you very much, from the proceeds of those crimes.

“What’s he accused of now?” he said to the two uniformed police officers, thinking that they were here for his son Ronnie (named after one of the Kray twins, for whom Ritchie had served his apprenticeship in crime).

“Can we come in, Mr. Fennel?” 

“Do I need to phone my lawyer?” Ritchie said from over his shoulder while walking back into his house, leaving the door open for the two police officers to follow him into his spacious lounge room.

“No, nothing like that, Mr. Fennel, it’s about your daughter Lucy.”

What...she’s not even here, she’s enjoying her gap year, she should be in Australia now, I think...Hey, has anything happened to her?”

The door opened, and Richie Fennel's wife, Samantha, came in, tugging her arms into a silk dressing gown as she entered the room.

“What’s happened? Why are you lot here?” she said to the two police officers.

The more senior of the two officers, Sergeant Janet Fraser, said, “Please sit down, Mr. and Mrs. Fennel...I am sorry, but there is no easy way to say this. She waited until they had both sat down, then said, “Your daughter Lucy’s body was discovered on the island of Koh Samui in Thailand three days ago.”

Richie Fennel looked up and said, “No, there must be a mistake, Lucy is in Australia, she’s not in Thailand.”

“I am sorry Mr Fennel but there is no mistake, the Thai police went to the hotel where Lucy was staying, and she was identified by her passport that she had left in the hotel's room safe and the receptionist from the hotel also identified her at the mortuary as the same lady that had used that passport to check in to the hotel the week before. There was an airline ticket for Brisbane that was also found in the safe in her room that showed that she should have left Thailand three days earlier, but the Thai police made enquiries and found out that her flight had been cancelled due to the coronavirus.” 

Both of the Fennels were lost for words; they just stared at each other in horror. Then Samantha Fennel screamed and flung herself at her husband, raking the skin on his face with her nails. 

“You bastard, I told you not to let her go; I told you that it was too dangerous for her to go alone...oh my god”, she screamed. Richie Fennel grabbed both her wrists and held her close to him, knowing full well that this was going to be the end of their already rocky marriage. Samantha broke free, slapped his bloodied face, and then slumped down on the nearest chair and sobbed. Richie sat on the arm of the chair and tried to console his wife, but she pushed him away; “Don’t you fucking touch me ever again”.

Richie Fennel stood back up and then turned to the police officers.

“Ok, what happened was she riding one of those stupid motorbikes that tourists get killed on every year in Asia, we warned her not to rent one?”

Sergeant Fraser said,” We are not aware of all of the circumstances, but I am sorry to tell you that it looks like your daughter was murdered. The Thai police are continuing their investigations, but they are saying that her death was not caused by an accident or by natural causes.”

Samantha screamed, “Oh god no, not my baby,” and she ran screaming from the room.

Sergeant Fraser indicated to the other officer to stay with Mr. Fennel, and she followed Samantha Fennel out of the room, knowing that from experience, there would be nothing that she could do or say that would make any difference to the way Samantha felt and that both of the Fennels' lives had now been changed forever.

Constable Dhital, feeling awkward and unsure what to say, said: “Can I make you a cup of tea, or is there anyone that you would like me to call to be with you, Mr. Fennel?”

Fennel stared angrily at him. How could a cup of tea help, and who could he call that would make any difference to the nightmare that he had just found himself in? He walked over to a cocktail cabinet, took out a bottle of Remy Martin, poured himself a large shot, and downed it in one.

“What else can you tell me about her death? Why did it take three days to identify her, and have they caught the bastard who did this to her?”

“I am sorry, we were just told to come and inform you of your daughter’s death. We have told you all that the dispatch officer told us. An inspector who will be assigned to handle the case will contact you again once they have more details about what happened. He will be liaising with the Thai police to find out as much as possible, and he will keep you updated. You will need to organise Lucy’s body to be repatriated once the Thai authorities are ready to release her, but there is no need to worry about any of this for now.” 

Sergeant Fraser came back in and said, “Your wife is in shock. Do you have a local doctor that you can call? I think that she may need a sedative to help her get through the next few hours.”

Richie just wanted them out of his house, said, “Of course I have a fucking local doctor, I’ll call him now, please leave, I need to be alone with my wife now.”

Sergeant Fraser, who always hated these next of kin calls, wanted to be out of there as much as Fennel wanted them to go. She knew of Richie Fennel's reputation as a villain and as a standover man. And although she would not wish this on anyone, she could feel no sympathy for him; she could only feel sorry for the mother lying distraught upstairs and the poor girl who would never be coming home again, so she just said: “An inspector will be in touch, please call your GP to come and help Mrs Fennel as soon as possible?” 

Fennel closed the front door behind them and sat on the stairs with his head in his hands. Lucy was his stepdaughter, and although he treated her as his own, they had never gotten along. Lucy had never liked the fact that her mother had married a renowned London villain just a few years after her father had died from cancer when Lucy was 15. Lucy’s father had been a solicitor, mainly dealing in wills and real estate conveyance. Lucy had loved her father so much and had once told Ritchie that her father would be turning in his grave if he knew the type of person that her mother had married. She refused to take Fennel's name and still went under her father’s name, Lucy Barlow. Fennel had tried to be a good father and had lavished gifts on her, buying her a new car when she passed her driving test at 17 and another when she turned 21 late last year, but there was always an invisible barrier between them. Lucy had moved out of her stepfather’s home years before when she went to Sheffield University, happy to get as far away from London and as far away as possible from the house that she said always seemed to be filled with criminals and ex-cons.

Richie knew that his marriage to Samantha had been on the decline for a few years. When they were first married Samantha was bored with her old life and loved the idea of being with a famous criminal and mixing with villains but Richie knew that his wife, just like Lucy had been getting tired of the kind of people that she now mixed with and who she now called her friends and she missed the more genteel way her life used to be when she was married to a solicitor. Richie could do nothing about this, as this was the only life that he had ever known, growing up in Hackney just down the street from where the Kray twins were born in Haggerston. Richie had never worked an honest day in his life, and crime and criminals were the only life that he had ever known. When Ritchie had been growing up, the Krays had been seen as gods in the area and could do no wrong as far as the locals were concerned. It was said that if you lived in the Krays’ manor, you could leave your doors unlocked and no one would break in or steal anything, in case it brought the Krays down on them, and no one wanted that. Richie, growing up, had wanted nothing more in life than to be just like the Krays; they were his heroes. Though as a crime boss, he had never achieved the same status as the Kray twins he had done well for himself and unlike the Kray’s he had never been charged with any crime or served any time in Her Majesty’s Prison system, though he had come close to it a few times and it was only through having a good lawyer and a little intimidation of witnesses that he had managed to retire without doing any prison time.

Lucy was supposed to have gone on the gap-year trip with her friend Mary from Hallam University, but Mary had pulled out in February when the story of the growing pandemic began to appear in newspapers and on TV. Lucy, who had always been strong-willed, insisted that the virus was nothing to worry about, that it would disappear as quickly as it had arrived, and that she was going to go on the trip alone.  Lucy’s mother had argued that she should not go and that she should put off the trip until they knew the dangers. Surprisingly, Ritchie came to Lucy’s defence and said that the virus was just the same as the Zika virus a few years before, when the doom and gloom newspapers said that it would spread around the world and kill millions, but only 53 people had died. He didn’t say this for Lucy’s sake; if Lucy did not go, she would be kicking her heels in his house for a year and probably stir up a lot of trouble between him and Samantha, so it was better for her to be in South-East Asia or Australia than in Stoke Newington. So, Lucy headed off on her gap year trip at the end of February.

He got up wearily, went over to the telephone, and found Dr. Harris’s number in the Rolodex and called the surgery. He got the recorded message and looked at the clock in the hallway; it was only 6.45 am. He left a message explaining the situation and asked for the doctor to come as soon as possible. He then walked upstairs to the bedroom he shared with his wife, not knowing what to say, but knowing that whatever he said would be the wrong thing. It was going to be a very long day.

FRIDAY 10th OF APRIL KOH SAMUI-THAILAND

Roi Tam Ruad Tho (Police Lieutenant), Chai Son Sinuan of the Royal Thailand Police, had not attended the post-mortem of Lucy Barlow the evening before. He was squeamish when it came to blood, and watching someone’s body being cut up like a slab of meat in a butcher’s shop held no appeal for him. He would wait for the results to arrive on his desk at the main police station on the island in Chaweng. He looked at the report from the Sip Tam Ruad Tri (Police Lance Corporal), who had been the first to arrive at the murder scene. As usual with most Thai Police paperwork, it was written immaculately but said very little. The morning before, a woman had been found with her throat cut so severely that it had nearly decapitated her. There was very little blood found in the sand, so it was assumed by the Lance Corporal that she had been killed elsewhere and the body had been taken to the beach after her death. The young girl had been wedged between two large rocks that were part of a retaining wall outside a hotel that had recently closed due to the coronavirus pandemic and the country's borders closing, which meant there would be no more tourists for a considerable time. The year before, over 25 million tourists had entered Thailand; this year, they would be lucky to get any. The girl was a farang and had been wearing a blue sundress and had a green beach towel wrapped around her neck that had covered the vicious wound to her throat, and wore sunglasses that had covered her sightless eyes. The man who discovered the body had said that he had seen her in the same spot the day before, but thought nothing of it. It was only when he passed her again on the second day and saw that she was sitting in the same spot that he thought that something was not right. The smell and the abundance of blowflies covering her body confirmed this, and he had called the emergency police phone number. The girl had no identification on her, and no handbag or telephone was found during the search of Bophut Beach and the surrounding area. 

The story was featured on all of Thailand's television news programs, with a detailed description of the victim. Jin Suvanarrat, who worked as a receptionist at the Lamai Hideaway Beach Resort, was watching the news that evening in the condo that she shared with her Australian boyfriend, Luke. He was telling her all about the six-week swing that he had just finished, working as an engineer on an oil rig in the Timor Sea, when she shushed him and told him to be quiet. When the news story had finished, Jin turned to her boyfriend and said, “That girl’s body that they found at Bophut Beach today, the description sounded like a girl from England who checked into the resort last week. The cleaning staff said this morning that her bed had not been slept in for two nights; they assumed that she had got lucky and found the man of her dreams and was staying with him.”

Jin was worried, so she phoned the resort and spoke with the night reception manager, Laksika, and asked her to send someone to check Lucy's room to see if she was there. When Laksika returned to her, she said the room had not been occupied since it was last cleaned two days earlier. She thanked her, ended the call, then phoned the police station, and was eventually transferred to Chai Son Sinuan. Son asked her to describe the girl who was staying at the resort. Jin thought about that for a few seconds and then said that she was called Lucy; she could not remember her second name, but she told Son that he could get that from the hotel reception. She said that the girl was English, around 20 or 21 years old, and about 160 cm tall, with a slim figure, long black hair, and that she was very attractive. Son asked her when she last saw her and what she had been wearing. Jin said, from memory, that the last time she saw her was late in the afternoon two days before. She was not 100% sure, but she thought that she was wearing a blue dress with a tiger motif on the front. She remembered this because she had asked the girl where she had bought the dress from. After all, if she had bought it locally, she wanted to buy one for herself. Lucy had replied that it was just a cheap dress that she had bought in a sale at Marks & Spencer’s back in her own country before she left for her overseas trip, and Jin remembered thinking what was probably cheap to Lucy would be a week’s wages to her. Son then asked her if she could go to the mortuary at the Bandon International Hospital in Chaweng to identify the girl. Jin was not too happy about that, but being a good Buddhist and knowing that any good deeds would be rewarded, she said she would have her boyfriend drive her to the hospital around 8.00 am before she went to work the following morning. Son said he would let the hospital know she was coming and arrange for a policeman to be there as well. When Son had gleaned all of the information from her that he could, he thanked her, hung up, and looked at the notes that he had jotted down. When he finished reading, he knew that he had found out who the victim was; the dress that the girl was wearing matched the description of the tiger motif dress right down to the Marks & Spencer’s label inside of the dress, as did the girl's height and the long black hair, though the face that he had seen in the morgue was no longer very attractive.
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Son arrived at the police station early the next morning. After checking his office for any messages, he went to the main desk at the police station to see which cars were available, but he was told they were all out on patrol, so he took his motorbike and drove the half-hour to Lamai. He knew where the resort was; he had stayed there with his late wife a few years before on their 15th wedding anniversary.

Son, being a staunch Buddhist, who, like most Buddhists, was very superstitious, beeped his horn in respect for his wife and his dead ancestors at the shrine that stood at Lad Koh Point. Better to beep your horn than to take your hands from the handlebars and do a proper Wai, he always thought. He reached the top of Lad Koh and drove the few kilometres down the hill into the beach town of Lamai, turned left onto Walking Street, and a few minutes later parked his motorbike in the parking area of the Lamai Hideaway Beach Resort. Son adjusted his face mask to make sure both his nose and mouth were covered, then walked towards the entrance. He had phoned ahead and explained the situation to the manager, and the resort was expecting him. The manager who had been waiting nervously in the reception area greeted Son with a Wai, which Son returned, and then led him directly to the girl’s hotel room on the third floor. Son looked through the wardrobes and all of the drawers but found nothing of significance; everything from her suitcase had been hung up or placed in the drawers. He checked the bathroom: a bikini draped across the towel rail and a cosmetic bag hung on a hook behind the door. He took the cosmetic bag back into the main bedroom and emptied the contents onto the bed. There were the usual perfumes, lipsticks, and tampons, as well as an unopened packet of condoms. Son checked the writing on the condom packet and saw that it was in English, not Thai, so she must have brought them with her. He then turned to the manager and asked him to open the room safe. The manager phoned reception and asked for the on-duty security guard to come to room 35B to open the safe. When the guard arrived, he punched in a code to override the guest’s code, opened the safe door, and, with a Wave to his manager, returned to the reception.  Son took out the contents and laid them on the bed. The first thing that he did was open the passport to the identity page and confirm that it was the girl who was now lying in the Koh Samui morgue. The passport was issued to Miss Lucy Barlow, who was born on the 21st of December 1998, and who had lived at an address in Stoke Newington, London. He did some calculations in his head and worked out that she had turned 21 the previous December. Son checked the passport's issue date and saw it was issued in April 2019. Going through the pages, he saw that the girl had visited Jamaica in July 2019, the year the passport was issued, and had stayed for ten days. All the other passport stamps were from 2020, indicating she had been in Southeast Asia for about five weeks before her death. According to her passport, on the 27th of February, she landed at Denpasar Airport in Bali and stayed there for ten days before going on to spend a few days in Singapore. She then flew to Vietnam, landing at Tan Son Nhat International Airport in Ho Chi Min City on the 12th of March, and entered Thailand through Suvarnabhumi International Airport ten days later, on the 22nd of March. The manager had told the son that Lucy Barlow had checked into the Lamai Hideaway Resort on the afternoon of the 23rd of March, so she must have spent one night in Bangkok before making her way to Koh Samui.  She was found dead on Bophut Beach seventeen days later, on the 9th of April.

Seeing countries in her passport, such as Jamaica, Vietnam, Bali, and now Thailand, Son wondered if she was involved in international drug smuggling. Son took down the girl’s empty suitcase to feel inside the lining to see if there were any drugs in there or a secret compartment, but found nothing. He would send the suitcase back to Chaweng to let the narcotics boys test the bag for drug residue.  He looked through the other documents that he had taken from the safe. There was an onward ticket from Bangkok to Brisbane, Australia, on the 6th of April, and another from Perth to London Heathrow for November 3rd. So, she should have left Thailand three days before she was found dead in Bophut. Son knew that many farangs were stuck in Thailand, now unable to get flights back to their home countries or any other country for that matter. He wondered if it was karma that had worked against the poor girl. If she had been able to take the flight to Australia earlier that week, then she would still be alive. Son closed his eyes and said a silent mantra for the girl, hoping she would have better luck in the next life. The only other items in the safe were a gold watch, some jewellery, and a purse. Inside the purse were a UK driving licence in the name of Lucy Barlow, two credit cards, a bank debit card also in the girl's name, and a few banknotes in foreign currency, which, on closer inspection, he saw were from the UK, Vietnam, and Indonesia. There was also a journal of the girl’s overseas trip, starting at Heathrow Airport and ending nine days earlier when she had arrived in Koh Samui on the ferry from Surat Thani. Son was hoping to find her mobile phone in the safe so that he could see who she had been talking with and messaging with previously, but that was probably with her when she died and would have been disposed of or kept by whoever had killed her. There was nothing else to see in the room so he took all of the girl’s belongings and put them in the suitcase, except for the passport, journal, purse, jewellery and the gold watch which he kept with him for safekeeping and phoned the Chaweng police station to arrange for a car to come and pick the bag up and take it to the drug squad for testing. 

He asked the manager to send anyone who had interacted with Lucy Barlow while she was staying at the resort to the room. The manager gave a Wai and left the room to talk with his staff. While waiting for the first person to arrive for an interview, Son continued to look around the room. The room had been thoroughly cleaned since the last time Lucy Barlow had slept there, so he wasn’t expecting to find anything. It was obvious that the attack had not happened in the bedroom, as there would have been so much blood that it would have been impossible for the person who murdered the girl to clean it up. He would send for a forensic officer to check the bathroom for any blood in the drains, but he was certain that she had died somewhere else on the island. There
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